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Jim Barnes
ON THE MOUNTAIN
The hide is nailed 
upon the door.
The old bitch strains, 
licks a sore forepaw.
The pup trails asleep, 
hounds a first 
wild hunt into 
his hell of dream.
A low wind 
lifts the dust 
up off the floor, 
inches it 
toward the fire.
The pup runs 
a spastic course, 
freezes and bays 
himself half awake.
The wind dies down; 
the fire sparks out.
The old bitch groans 
herself to sleep.
The hide is still nailed 
upon the door.
